which, as we now know, was to be fully realized, she passed
on her triumphant way none the less surely because John,
whom the Lord had not designed to be a satellite, grew
weary after a time of dressing rooms and theatrical para-
phernalia and glamour; of the despair that attended a
trifling hoarseness, of all life subordinated to that super-
tyrant, a singer's voice, and at some unspecified date de-
parted to firesh woods and pastures new on a visit to her
mother's relations in America. . . .
I know that Agnes Nichols has always remembered John
with afiection, is a great admirer of her work, and, but for
the fact that she was ill at the time, would have sung the solo
at her Requiem Mass.
There was another American cousin of whom she became
fond, or who at any rate attracted her for a time and in
John's case, though she was by no means always emotionally
attracted to those of whom she became fond, she inevitably
developed a measure of afiection for and a protective sense
towards those with whom she fell in love. . . . The latter
impulse might spring up in her instantaneously and fully
armed, irrespective of the merits of its object, but invariably
that other side of her curiously complex make-up: that
generous, highly spiritual element that in the end burnt up
any lesser thing and pervaded and possessed her entirely,
would hasten to discover and, failing that, to manufacture in
the object of her attraction qualities that justified afiection
or admitted of sheltering care. , ..
Such a process, I think, must have taken place long before
I knew her, in the circumstances of her connection with the
young cousin Dorothy EHehl (the only daughter of her
mother's brother) whom she met for the first time in
America and who returned with her to England and after-
wards travelled with her for a time in Europe.
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